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But he couldn't escape a sickening fear as he saw her lying
there. Suppose the reaction from this business of the child
were to drive her insane? He walked slowly around the foot
of the bed; stepping gingerly, as if a careless movement might
do irretrievable harm.
Standing close to her clenched hands he noticed how blue
the veins looked and how sharp and white the knuckles were.
But how innocent of the whole situation was her straggling
brown hair! He longed to appeal to it—his old playmate of
so many amorous nights. What had it done to be tangled and
disarranged like this ?
And then as he looked down at her prostrate head, which
lay a little lower than his navel, he realized grimly that their
two figures, the perpendicular one and the horizontal one, as-
sumed in that position the shape of a headless cross.
He surveyed her form, extended so piteously across the
bed, and he had the feeling that he was dealing with this
wounded body rather than with any conscious mind. There
was the head he knew so well, but he felt as if the curves of
her back, the outline of her limbs under her skirt, her prostrate
legs and upturned heels, had substituted themselves for the
conscious brain of his Wizzie. They were there instead of the
girl he knew, and they were all he could appeal to!
Suddenly the sight of the inverted heels of her shoes as
they lay turned up at the ceiling, stabbed him to the heart.
They looked so grotesque and yet with such a lot of life of
their own in them. They looked as if they wanted to dance
on the ceiling. They looked as if they wanted to trip off and
away and dance on many ceilings! And yet they held so much,
so much more than any other part of her, of her intimate
woman's life. They were what she tapped the floor with under
the table. They were what she ran down the stairs on. They
were what held her up, as she stretched her muscles when she
was alone, as she made her secret faces in the glass.
And this body extended in front of him had given birth to
the unknown body of Lovie! Old Funky had done for this
woman's body what he wasn't man enough to do! But it wasn't
that that bothered him. He felt that he now knew why she
was often so sad. A piece of her had been torn away from her;
and it was her fear of his knowing about this that had doomed
her to her wretched half-life. The virtuous Old Funkys of

